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it must have been a deliberate and vicious kick from one of
Wizzie's bare feet that had propelled this inanimate companion
of his life out of his reach.
"Good-bye, kid!" he murmured. "I'll be here by half-past
twelve. Is Thuella coming too ?"
But Wizzie, with her back to him and at her looking-glass,
was now too upset to make any answer, so he contented him-
self by directing a sympathetic nod towards Thuella's portrait
of Mr. Wye, whose pathetic glance gave him the feeling that
if the poor man wasn't depicted in his pyjamas such an omission
was not due to any filial tenderness.
Our friend, however, got no further than the foot of the
stairs before his conscience compelled him to hurry back. How
far this laudable proceeding was due to his desire to enjoy
that fresh May morning with a free heart, or how far it was
due to an impulse to soften his girl's mood before he left her
for so many hours, he himself would have been puzzled to
determine; but back he went, and finding Wizzie in a daze
at her mirror haloed by sunshine like a young saint, and with
her brush and comb untouched before her and her hands in
her lap, he gave her a quiet kiss on the back of the drooping
head, and without waiting to observe the result of this man-
ceuvre hurried off again down the stairs.
He walked quickly down the hill with the prison-wall on
his left and crossed the bridge leading to the coal-yard where
Claudius had been at work for nearly two months.
Yes! the man was there now, labouring in his shirt-sleeves
at unloading a wagon. His boss was aot to be seen in the small
enclosure that morning, so our friend after a second's hesita-
tion crossed the planks that had been laid down over the ditch
that ran parallel to the stream and entered into conversation
with him.
The reformer seemed prepared to enjoy this interruption
to his toil with the same quiet satisfaction that he allowed him-
self to smoke a cigarette "for company's sake."
No-man was less shocked by his appearance than he ex-
pected to be, from things that Wizzie had told him of Mrs.
Dearth's concern. It may have been the effect of that fresh
morning with its balmy air, but Claudius seemed in good
spirits.
He did look a good deal thinner though, and Dud fancied